BOOKS A BALM IN DISILLUSION
the marquise, irritated by the intrigues which dogged the
initiation of Sevres and the Ecole Militaire, worried by debts
for the building and furnishing of her many houses, tired by
the demands of her voluminous correspondence, looking
round her library with a sigh of pleasure. The authors of that
delightful book, An Adventure, should seek her in a quiet,
blue February dusk, sitting with a book in her bergere by the
window overlooking the haunted park. She is absorbed and
detached from the world, in the way only a lover of books can
be, and she smiles a little wistfully as she reads in an old Span-
ish romance of the lover who jousted for his mistress, and
kept vigil for her during many a weary year, for the sole
reward of a glance from her lovely eyes. Ah, that was long
ago....
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